SIR THOMAS WYATT

Your sighs you fet from
And all to wry your woe;
Yet are ye ne'er the narre:
Men are not blinded so.
Deeply oft swear ye no,
But all those oaths are vain,
So well your eye doth show
Who puts your heart to pain,

Think not therefore to hide
That still itself betrays,
Nor seek means to provide
To dark the sunny days.
Forget those wonted ways;
Leave off such frowning cheer j
There will be found no stays
To stop a thing so clear.
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DISDAIN me not without desert,
Nor leave me not so suddenly,
Since well ye wot that in my heart
I mean ye not but honestly.
Disdain me not.

Refuse me not without cause why,
For think me not to be unjust,
Since that by lot of fantasy
The careful knot needs knit I must.
Refuse me not.

Mistrust me not, though some there be,
That fain would spot my steadfastness;
Believe them not, seeing that ye see
The proof is not as they express*
Mistrust me not.

Forsake me not, till I deserve,
Nor hate me not till I offend;
Destroy me not till that I swerve:
But since ye know what I intend,
Forsake me not.